Upon a tree he was, or so he thought,
Where Jupiter did wash him, back and side,
And Phoebus, then, a fair white towel brought
To dry him with and thereby swell his pride;
And to his daughter, who stood there beside,
And well, he knew, in knowledge did abound,
He bade interpret what it signified,
And she his dream in this wise did expound.

"The tree,'* she said, "the gallows is to mean,
And Jupiter betokens snow and rain,
While Phoebus with his towel white and clean,
That is the sunbeams beating down amain;
You shall be hanged, O father, 'tis certain;
The rain shall wash you and the sun shall dry."
And thus she gave him warning flat and plain,
His daughter, who was Phania, say I.

So hanged was Croesus, that proud Lydian king,

His royal throne could nothing then avail.

Tragedy is no other kind of thing;

Nor can the singer cry aught, or bewail,

But that Dame Fortune always will assail

With unwarned stroke those great ones who are

proud;

For when men trust her most, then will she fail
And cover her bright face as with a cloud.

Explicit tragedia
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